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A LETTER TO THE LITTLE FOLKS. 


ittle readers to a pleasant 


from the window upon the garden which has bl 

ed for you every spring, and the meadow where the 
wheat and green-tasseled corn wave SO beautifully 
every summer, and the orchard filled with ripe and 
golden fruit. 

Every winter, since you were old enough, you 
have been to the same school-house to learn to read 
and write, and played with the same little girls and 
boys upon the green or by the way. 

Those of you who live in the city have no garden 
or green fields, but you have a pleasant house, and 
know that it is your home. 

Around me are playing three little children, all 
born in different places, and each in a different place 
from its father and mother, and each, too, in a dif- 
ferent country, many thousand miles apart. They 
are not old enough to think much about it now, and 
cannot understand how it happened, for they can- 
not read, and think only of having a nice time at 
play. . . 

The father was born i: Prassia, the mother was 
born in Paris, which you know is the capital of 
France. The little girl, the eldest of the three, first 
opened her eyes to the light in Frankfort. The birth- 
place of the little boy is England, and the baby is an 
American girl, born a little way from Boston. She 
is one of the best-natured and beautiful little girls 
I ever saw; her skin is white as a lily, her hair a 
soft brown, and her eyes very large and dark, full of 
intelligence as well as sweetness; and then she is 
so plump and rosy, and smiles so sweetly, we are 
tempted to do nothing but kiss her from morning 

till night. 

Children always learn what they hear, and as the 
father and mother speak two or three different lan- 
guages, the children do the same. It is very amus- 
ing to hear them talk to their dolls and rocking- 
horses, saying, ou allez vous, or arretez vous, in 
French, the same as you say, where are you going, 
or stop, in English. Sometimes talking in one lan- 
guage and sometimes in another, and speaking each 
with the same ease and correctness. The baby can- 
not speak, except to say da-da or go0-goo, which is 
the same in all languages, but she understands when 
we say jolie and pretty, milk and lait, or horse and 
cheval, that in each case the two words apply to the 
same thing. 

[ am also amused in watching their play, to see 
that whether children are Prussian or English, 
French or American, they are in all childish things 
the same. They like the same toys and treat them 
in the same way. The little boy rides to market 
and buys deuf and suere, and the little girl makes 
a bed for her dolly and rocks her to sleep, using the 
game expressions and making the same motions that 
all the little girls and boys do in the many hundred 
homes I have been in, North, South, East and West. 
They spread the table and have tea in cups and 
saucers of thimble size, and say gue voulez vous ? or 


cheerfully settled in a strange country, and made 
the unconscious little ones one of the brightest 


wanderer and the exile. M. M. 





A PRAYER FOR A CURSE. 


TO MRS. E. B. BROWNING. 


O woman, of thy weird verse, 
And say thou artno more 
Our charmer—nevermore ? 


Thou on whose lips we hung, 

Tranced with the melodies of thy tongue, 
Liquid as streamlets go, 
With musical overflow ? 


Shall we proclaim thy lyre, 
Lost of its once Promethean fire, 

Fine touch and classic tone 

Gone now—with cursing gone? 


Nay—but thy curse is blent 
With sorrow, and thy stole is rent; 

While like the holy seer’s 

Thine eyes run down with tears. 


In this thou conquerest ;— 

Thou weepest for thine own opprest ; 
The bleeding foot’s appeal 
Of thine own poor canst feel ; 


The sins of caste and scorn, 

In which the so-called noble-born 
Look down with addled head 
Upon the crushed and dead ; 


Crushed with the heel of power, 
Dead with entail of feudal dower ; 

The letter, ‘‘ God and my right,” 

Killing for lack of spirit! 


Thou'rt ‘‘ heavy-souled”—well said ; 

For thine own land’s sins thy heart has bled, 
The wrongs within thy gate, 
Of high and low estate. 


And so we yield our pride, 

While from the Tuscan Arno’s side, 
Thou sendest across the sea 
Thy curse on the land of the—/ree ! 


And we—send back this prayer, 
In the All-merciful’s hearing ear :— 

God save the trodden poor, 

That starve at England’s door ; 


God heal the “‘little feet 

Of children bleeding along the street” ; 
And send his blessed light 
To the pale things of night, 


That shiver and weep in mines, 

Where the goodly sunbeam never shines ; 
Or breathe the poison fumes 
Of the never-ceasing looms, 


And feed on scanty cheer; 


been able.” 


starts from Sidney or Hobart Town, and enters the 
Torres straits. She comes in among the hidden and 


But look again. An East-India Company steamer 


dangerous reefs. The charts are spread upon the 
table ; the directory is opened. The master with 
his telescope takes the bearings of the different 
peaks and headlands. Onward she plows her 
way.. Now she turns her prow alittle to the north, 
and now she turns a little to the south. At one 
time her course is tortuous as the path of a serpent, 
at another she almost turns back as if in a retreat. 
A driving “ squall” comes up ahead, but onward 
she presses her way against it. The sky clears off 
and a dead calm follows, but she bears up against 
tide and current, with confidence in the internal 
force she possesses and in the correctness of her 
chart. She moves along firmly, steadily, independ- 
ent of winds and currents, until at last all points 
are cleared. All dangers past she comes happily 
into the safe and beautiful harbor of Singapore. 
The way of life is beset with dangers. The reefs 
of sin, some of which are visible and others invisi- 
ble, lie thick about us. A little procrastination, a 
little carelessness, a little folding of the hands to 
sleep, and weare lost. Many a noble ship has been 
wrecked, when a little timely caution on the part of 
the captain would havesaved her. Many an immortal 
spirit has been wrecked upon the ragged reefs of sin, 
because it hoped for the best and put confidence in a 
clear sky and asmooth sea, when if it had kindled the 
heavenly fires within, and given due attention to 
the chart of life, and taken the bearings of the visi- 
ble headland and peaks of temptation, it could have 
made a timely and a happy escape. 
But there are some who profess to give attention 
to their condition, to the directory God has given 
us, and to the dangers that beset our goings, and 
yet, like a ship driven of fierce winds, they, in the 
hour of temptation, are overcome and destroyed ; or 
as the ship in calm and sunshine is carried by the 
tide and current upon the hidden but destructive 
rocks, so they are carried, notwithstanding all their 
“good works,” upon the natural current of the 
heart and the world; silently, imperceptibly, but 
steadily, until, “as the fishes that are taken in an 
evil net and as the birds that are caught in the 
snare,” so they “are snared in an evil time when 
it falleth suddenly upon them.” Or in a gale of 
temptation they are wafted upon unknown waters. 


had a mind to go down and 
and traitor, as he deserved, before 


dreaded to meet any more derision, and I finished 
my composition although my head was aching and 


(‘RHE INDEPEN DENT. 


misers, for allowing me to dress so poorly ;, and 
a 
would a 

it, but I cannot tell you the half he said. 


called Sam Patch, for my 


so much upon 
with so como 


My face burned with indig- 
that only a day or two 


them all; but I 


ached on all day. 

“ After school Robert joined me with the same 
smile and the same off-hand way he always has, and 
we walked on until out of hearing of the rest, then I 
turned to him and said, ‘Robert May, I heard all 
your jokes this morning at my expense. They may 
have been fine fan for you, but they were death to 
me, and there is an end of our friendship. I despise 
your meanness, and I never wish to speak to you 
again.’ ; 

“ He tried to make some lame apology; said he 
was only in fun, did not mean any harm, but I left 
him and have not spoken to him since.” 

“ Charlie,” said his sister after a pause, her quiet 
gentle tone contrasting with his excited manner, 


you have no forgiveness in your heart how can you 
pray, Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those 
who trespass against us?” 
“J don’t say those words at all, Mary, for I cannot 
forgive. I have been shamefully treated and I can 
never trust any one again. I had thought so much 
of Robert, had opened my heart so freely to him, 


so of those I love somuch! 


table. 


advantages of an education. 


interested in his concerns. 


‘you cannot live on with these angry feelings, for if 


and to think he would abuse my confidence and talk 
Oh it was cruel, and 
I cannot forgive him,” said the boy, as he covered 
his face with his hands and rested them on the 


Charles Lee was the son of a clergyman who 
with a large family and small salary was obliged to 
practice careful economy, to allow his children the 


Until recently he had been constantly under his 
father’s roof and was quite unused to the trials and 
temptations that beset a boy in a large school. In 
the simplicity of his heart he had believed every 
one who was friendly to be his friend, and of course 
And regarding Robert 
May’s easy manners a proof of his kind-heartedness, 
he had been easily led to speak unreservedly to him 


wagon when its owner was temporarily absent. We 
were startled to see a deacon steal apples, and still 
more surprised when we narrated his conduct at 
home to find it escaped the censure of our parents. 
Although the deacon was probably innocent of the 
crime we laid to his charge, yet for want of suitable 
explanation and instruction at the time, years elap- 
sed before we could believe he had not been guilty 
of flagrant dishonesty. ' 

We also remember, about the same period, fre- 
quently observing a clergyman drink brandy and 
water, (he said for the stomach’s sake.) Perhaps it 
was quite right for him to do so, but why old Joe 
who staggered in the street should be censured for 
doing the same thing, or what peculiarity there was 
about our clergyman’s stomach that made brandy 
and water good for him while it was very bad for 
poor Joe, we never could clearly understand. 

We might relate many incidents of similar char- 
acter which sadly perplexed our youthful mind, and 
helped us to form opinions of persons and things 
which in after life it caused us some trouble to cor- 





reeThe children of the present generation being 
wiser, and grown persons now much more consid- | 
erate of what they do and say in their presence 
than formerly, perhaps our suggestion of caution 
in this regard may be deemed by parents quite un- 
necessary. J.8. J. 


+ 


THE LATE JOSIAH CONDER. 


Mr. Conper’s pure character and long services, both 
tended to illustrate and accelerate the glorious triumph 
which, with the prophetic eye of a poet, he so clearly 
saw and so sweetly sung in his ‘‘ Star in the East.” 





‘‘ Who would not be a Christian? Who but now 
Would share the Christian’s triumph and his hope? 
His triumph is begun. "Tis his to hail, 

Amid the chaos of a world convulsed, 

A new creation rising. ‘Mid the gloom 

Which wraps the low concerns of States and kings 
He marks the morning star, sees the far East 
Blush with the purple dawn; he hears a trump, 
Louder than all the clarions and the clang 

Of horrid war, swelling, and swelling still, 

In lengthening notes, its all-awakening call,— 
The trump of Jubilee. Are there not signs, 
Thunders, and voices in the troubled air? 

Do ye not see, upon the mountain tops, 

Beacon to beacon answering? Who can tell 

But all the harsh and dissonant sounds which long 
Have been—are still—disquieting the earth, 

Are but the tuning of the varying parts 

For the grand chorus which shall usher in 

The hastening Triumph of the Prince of Peace? 





of his home and dearest kindred. 





They find no happy way of return, but are over- 


the sea, when they tried to return from their evil 
pursuit. 


soul heavenward, but its never-ceasing flow is down- 
ward to the gates of death. When temptation, like 
a strong man armed, comes upon a sinner, he may 
trim his sails as best he can, and yet he is beaten 


reef. 


| sidered the most sacred. 


It was a mean and unkind thing to do, but when | 
The motive power of these individuals comts from | a boy has the reputation of being witty or amusing, 
without. The current of this world never wafts a | he is very apt to forget the feelings of others, in his 
| eagerness to win the smiles or laughter he enjoys | 
It was true that Charles Lee dressed very 
plainly, perhaps more so than any boy in school, for 


so well. 


Without meaning any deliberate wrong perhaps. | 
Robert for the sake of entertaining his school-fel- | 
lows and to obtain their applause, set off in the 
thrown, as was the host of Pharaoh in the midst of | most ludicrous manner the very things Charles con- 


Yes; His shall be the kingdoms. He shall come, 
Ye scoffers at his tarrying. Hear ye not 

| ’en now the thunder of his wheels? Awake, 
Thou slumbering world! E’en now the symphonies 
Of that blessed song are floating through the air, 
Peace, peace on earth, and glory be to God.” 


} 
' 
| 
' 


In his own beautiful language, also, we commit the 
remains of our departed friend and colleague to the 
grave, in sure and certain hope of his partaking in the 
“infinite reward” of the good and faithful servants. 

‘‘ Like a sheaf of ripened grain, 
In the garner Thou art lain ; 
Full of years, thy locks of gray 


[Maron 6, 1856. 
Selections. 


SYMPATHY FOR THE} PERIsHiy, 


FROM “THE GOSPEL IN FZEKIEL,” ny pp, oun 
” 


Durue a heavy storm off the coast of Spaiy 


mantied merchantman was observed by 4 },.. 
frigate, drifting before the gale. Every eye any, 


were on her, and a canvas shelter on the‘; 
almost level with the sea, suggested the ide, » 
there yet might be life on board. With all his ¢,., 
no man is more alive to humanity than the ».\§ 
and hardy mariner; and so the order jnc),,” 


a rector and b 
Mr. Le 


e. 

orm . 

yn in the twenty shilli 
dest fee, l be paid to 
sums to do Mr. Low 


paid 


that preaches the « 


sounds to put the ship about, and presently . : . Parsons contends that 
puts off, with instructions to bear down jy», bicb, im his capacity o* c 
wreck. Away after that drifting hulk go thes rform, and —— z 
lant men, through the swell of a roaring seq. yugpetter stands—rery “set 


reach it—they shout—and now a strang 
rolls out of that canvas screen against the Joe ¢), 
of a broken mast. Hauled into the boat } ,,. 
to be the trunk of a man, bent head and |, 
gether, so dried and shrivelled, as to be hapa, 
within the ample clothes, and so light, thot « 
boy lifted it on board. It is laid on the deo, 
horror and pity the crew gather ar 

signs of life; they draw nearer; it 
mutters—mutters in adeep, sepulchra)y 
is another man.” Saved himself, the { 
saved one made of speech, was to seek 
other. Oh! learn that blessed lesson ; | 
practising it. And so long as in our homes, 
our friends, in this wreck of a world which j 
ing down to ruin, there lives an un 

there is “‘ another man,” let us go to that ; 
plead for Christ, go to Christ and plead f 
man; the cry, “‘Lord, save me, I perish. 
into one as welcome to a Savior’s ear, “ J. 
them, they perish.” 


NowW. 


Wuat is it? That point in duration whi 
the two eternities; that flitting moment w] 
emerges into the present, vanishes into the 
A beat of the pulse measures it; a heart-thr:} 
breath. While one utters the word, it coy, 
gone. 

What of it? Especially this. It is the; 
time—the day of salvation. As it flix 
te be gracious. Listen! Divine love speal 
you, O men, I call. The great expiat 
made. The fountain is open. That } 
cient. Whosoever will may live; fro: 
rise to glory. I am a just God, and yet 9 om 
But delay not. Now—not to-morrow. Time ry 
Life ebbs. Death hastens. What men are at; 
last now they are forever. Its moral hue ; 
the illimitable ages.” 

Will you waste it? What! this br 
such interests crowd! on which ha 
Waste it! Are you mad. Must truth 
ed? love rejected ? heaven | 
pleasure, gold, fame—throw them ; 
be; not moments. Sieze them—)x 
undying soul is to be saved, if 
terian. 


eath ir to wh 
ngs eternit 
be un} 


e it? 


THE ROAD TO RUIN. 


Tue theater is often caileda sch 
the vast majority who enter its wal 
for vice. Amos Lawrence testified t 
men among his early associates w! 
theater, not one prospered in a y 
view, or came to a good end 
might he multiplied indefinitely. 
published in one of the New-York | 
the influence of theaters upon the : 
scenes: 





- Institution, on subject 


back. He may go unhurt through several danger- 
ous passes, but at last he is driven upon the fatal 


they were most of them the sons of rich men, or of 
tradespeople who were desirous of appearing rich, 
but he had never dreamed that the patches made 
by his mother’s dear hands would make him an ob- 


Laurels of a well-spent day. 
Grave! this venerable dust 
Take into thy faithful trust. 
Tears of joy alone be shed ; 


enness was one—a fema! 


“ Among the twelve who were pu 


1 


melancholy, though by no meat 
not yet old, and was once pretty, 


Biches employed is des: 


the Bishop of Mancheste 


Small Stipend. —‘ lette 
glish papers -_ signed ‘ 
an of well known } 
prey che Rev. Philip Hs 
hop Tenison’s Grammar } 
ars read daily prayers, at 
St. Martin-in the-fields— 


ird of all the services whic 


i y—at a stipend of t 
Hale has a family of ei 
‘ ched to the Church, is 4 


Tractarian Form of Conf 
m the Churchman's diary, 
to be said knee ling. Afte 
» suppliant proceeds a: fo 
ther Almighty, to his onl 
r Lord, to God the Holy 
at | have sinned exceedi 
ed, through my fault, t 
it, {Here comes in thie « 
my other gins which I 
mbly beg pardon of Ali 
nend ; and of thee, fathe ry 
solution.’ This form of « 
otestant ministers, will d 
ed as a verbatim transc 
itting the names of vario 
nloroform.—At a recent 
Science at Paris, M. Flour 
chloroform, remarked its 
»army doubled the stren 
ona, as they are more a 
erating on an inert mass, 
the cries or movements © 
ba, chloroform was « mplo 
000 times, and always wit 
sult,” said M. Flourens, ‘*) 
o had felt apprehension a 
iliary to surgical operatic 
orp AsupuRTon has offer 
his own expense, for one 
tures before the members 
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In the year 1854 (says a R 
the Russian language wer 
itten in foreign language 
of science and literatu 
roals. Of printing offices 
v 16 at Moscow, and 24 


{r. Herwortn Drxon anr 
wer to Mr. Macaulay a ch 
m, we understand, replie 
inst Penn,—Mr. Macaulay 
latest editions as they stor 


HE Daily News has a long 
lately returned from Calls 
negroes employed by En 
ecting and loading the gua 
subjected to excessively | 
etimes to cruel tortures b. 

itself ia unhealthy, and 
ribs 


¢ Sunday 
rses were delivered 

pels in the metropo!l j 
hinations of Christians, to 


Question.—O 
a lar 


mired by all. She was born in the S 
parents, and her early years we 

the privileges of one in her sit: 

tion was thoroughly complete, and =. 

a good reputation as a writer. Shi 
passion for the stage—a passion so u! 
that, despite the entreaties of parents a1 
she became an actress, In this sphere s! 
suecessful, and after a time made her apy E 
the *--~e in thic city, where she creat pds. They are, 
or. Her appearance WAS AlWuy- t te of the unfor 
° * enthusiasm, but after a time her fi), hy, from th. 
Gathering round us, in our course, began to wand. She fell, as na sediicedeie ripal, and 1 


, 
By example’s hallowed force, had done before, a victim to drink! Becoming d conspirato 
All whom we can snatch, or win on 


worse, no manager would run the risk of eng 
From the downward paths of sin ; her. Fora time she gave evii 

Losing nothing, but to find, to reform, but the terrible passi 

When we leave this world behind, she again fell. The formerly lovel; 

More than earth at best could show, ted authoress, and fine actress, slecy 

All we lost or loved below :— wagons ia Ee Seam!” 

Still, amid the race, the strife 

Of this agonistic life, 

Witnessed by the circle bright 

Who have won their course to light 

Ever on the goal intent; 

Still on Heaven our purpose bent, 

Where our Leader, Savior, Lord, 

Holds the infinite reward.” [ Lond. Pat. 


ject ofridicule. As he had watched her busy fin- 
gers or read aloud while the preparations for his 
leaving home went on, her stitches had given a new 
yalue to his clothes. But now the illusion was 
over, he saw that he was ill-dressed, felt that he 
was poor, and on that account by some of his com- 
panions, at least, despised. Worse than all, he was | 
disappointed in his friendship. 

“ You have been ill-treated, there is no douht.of 
that swe dvrcdtu dtery day, and were he to turn 
away from us or treat us as we deserve, what would 
become of us? Think of what Jesus suffered at 
the hands of his enemies, and how He forgave them, 
praying for his murderers while he hung upon the 
cross. Think of all dear father has taught us, and 
how forgiving he has been many a time when ill- 
treated by those who have had only kindness from 
him.” 

“ But, Mary, I cannot forget what I have suffered. 
No one knows how unhappy I have been all the 
week, and I cannot trust any one who has wronged 
me so. ” 

“And you need not confide in Robert any 
more, but you must forgive him, and from your 
heart, too; and to prove to yourself that you are 
in earnest, you can seek an opportunity to do him 
a kindness. Is it so hard, Charlie ? to forgive, then 
try what praying for him will do,” said Mrs. Grey, as 
she rose and left the room. 

Half an hour later her brother joined her in the 
garden, where from a favorite seat she was watch- 
ing the last rays of the setting sun. 
“Sister Mary,” he said, as he took her hand, “T 
do forgive as I hope to be forgiven, and I have 
thought of something I can do for him. Perhaps 
you remember that some of the larger boys en- dently intend to be very meaning and witty, proba- 
ged by turns to saw the wood used in school, | bly unaware that they are at the same time incur- 
partly to oblige the teacher, partly for exer- | ring a charge of low vulgarity. It is not long since 
cise. Robert has never liked the work; I have | we read an article, avowedly from the pen of r lady 
heard him say so many a time, and as it is his turn sprightly, well conceived, and containing the sound- 
to-morrow, I will go early and do it for him. And | est advice, but marred by such expressions as, * if 
there is something harder yet I will do; T will say | won't pay” —‘ not by a long chalk” —“ showing the 
good-morning when we meet again.” ivory,” etc. etc. 
That night Charles Lee found no difficulty in say-| We cannot think for an instant, that any refined, 


on “The Sabbath, and 
examples be followed t 
m this may easily be done, 
rns of those who are se¢ 
t and repose of the Eng 
plity of the Continental $ 
d.—Morning Herald 


[VEN persons 


How unlike this the Christian performs the jour- 
ney of life! By the power of a vital principle 
within, he is able to move along in safety amid the 
dangers, seen and unseen, that stand thick about 
him. When the gusts of temptation beat upon him 
his progress for the moment may be impeded, but 
like the steamer by the power of her internal fires, 
he presses forward in the face of the driving tem- 
pest. And when the breezes of worldly prosperity 


Pade Rh AS. be ig — of necessity carriad aweaw 


eavenly fire within, kindled 
and supplied by God’s grace; will enable him, by 
study and circumspection, with his eye upon the 
chart and compass and the way-mark headlands, to 
make good his passage, and to come off more than a 
conqueror “through Him that loved us.” 

Behold here the “strait gate and the narrow 
way.” Christianity is a vital, energizing, impelling 
principle, which enables one who receives it to go 
safely among the reefs and shoals of life, and to 
make a certain entrance at last into the haven of 
eternal rest. 
Out of Christ the motive power comes from with- 
out. By this power alone no one has yet been able 
to escape, sooner or later, a total wreck upon one or 
another of the dreadful reefs of sin. A. 0. 


Blessed are the pious dead. , 
Thanks and praise to Thee we give, 
Lord, to whom, with whom, they live ! 
Thanks for all thy servants dear 

Who have, in Thy faith and fear, 
Hence departed! So may we, 
Following those who followed Thee, 


Join that holy company press, 


While Queen and Prince and lordly Peer 
Tax poor men’s bones and blood, 
To give them princely food. 


Je vous remercie, what will you have? or I thank 
you, in the same way, whether in England or Ameri- 
ca, or the islands of the sea. 

All the children, too, in every language seem to 
have Mother Goose’s melodies and toknow about the 
old woman who 


Lived in her shoe, 
And had so many children 
She didn’t know what to do. 


om . 
ao ub eed eS eh 


God hear the debtor's sigh ; 
God hear the exiled patriot’s cry ; 
Give to the prisoner—hands! 
And the exile, his own lands! 














God loosen the prelate’s hold Tending to that blessedness ; 


Of trinle livines and pneerned.apld — 


God give the Word of Light, 

With knowledge and power and might, 
And save—in the jungle save— 
The Briton’s Indian slave. 


And, 


mare mite & pie. 

But it sounds very funny when I tell them about 
the pictures in the little book called “ Mother Goose 
in Hieroglyphics,” where the words are made to 
rhyme in English, and they say half the words in 
French. Like this: 

Rock-a-by, baby, votre cradle est verd, 

Papa’s a gentilhomme, mama’s une reine ; 

Betty’s a lady and wears a gold ring, 

And Johnny’s a drummer and drums pour le Roi. 

You see it does not rhyme at all, yet they under- 
stand it just as well. 

They have a great many toys all kept in one room, 
where they are at liberty to scatter them about where- 
ever they please, and they amuse themselves first 
with the rocking-horse, then with sleds and then 
with dolls, gjl day, scarcely ever troubling older 
people to aid them in finding something to do. In 
this, children differ very much. Some can never 
think what to take next when they are weary with 
one thing, but need somebody all the time to help 
them play as well as to furnish them with play- 
things. All little folks, and some great ones, are 
constantly wanting something new, and this is very 
well if they have the power of inventing the new 
things for themselves ; but if they must oblige others 
to think for them and change every time they wish 
to change, they become very troublesome. Little 
boys and girls whose parents are so kind as to fur- 
nish them with a great many toys, should try in every 
way to amuse themselves. With blocks a great 
many kinds of houses may be built, and anything 
which is used for comfort or ornament in a castle 
may be arranged in a baby-house. Little girls may 
learn to sew and fit every kind of dress that ladies. 





ting it Short.- 
en's bench, Mr. | 
hat deseri| uo 
h he prono ac 
poell suggested 
rected to 
use of whict 
1Mr. Hawkins called it 
ent turned upon omni 
ently used the word ‘*o1 
ie length. “I beg yo 
d Mr. Hawkins, “but if 
P you will save two eyl 
intelligible to the witn 
ted to the proposed abt 


God speed old England’s men 

And women of nerve and heart and pen, 
Till his feeble ones be strong 
In the might that rights al? wrong. 
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Foreign Miscellany 


Tarkish Perseentions.—The Constant 
pondent of the Record, after relating 
recent Mohammedan persecutior 
have reason to know that wh« 

Sultan, from the Paris Conference « 
Churches, was presented to Fuad P 
for Foreign Affairs, on a recent occasi: 
whole document through with mark: 
strong emotion, (of whatever kind his 
have been,) and he stated that the : 
reach the throne of the Emperor 
He appeared quite informed of th 
similar appeals to other crowned h« 
remarkable fact that such a docu 
presented and so received, sinc 
amounts to a demand to renow 
principle of Mohammedanism as 

ard Divine authority.” 


And this shall be our prayer, 
Till the ery in God's jubilant air 
Shall ring from sea to sea, 
That the sovLs oF MEN ARE FREE! 
E. P. Westox. >a 


PHRASES. 


+ Bachanan’s New Work 
lete set of Mr. Buchana 
, Pantheism, Matterialist 
, has been presented t 
ing the New College in 
heir theological course : 
of the third and fourtl 
& copy of his volume on 
loly Spirit." Witness 


Gornam, Me., Feb. 22, 1855. 
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CORAL REEFS AND THE REEFS OF SIN. 


SLANG 
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THE BLESSED DEPARTED. 





A practice is becoming prevalent among some of 
our female writers, which cannot be too deeply la- 
mented, perhaps not too severely reprehended. We 
allude to the liberal use of what are not inaptly call- 
ed “slang phrases,” the name or noun slang being 
interpreted, according to Webster, as “ vulgar, low, 
unmeaning language.” 


Aone on the northern borders of Australia and 
east by the southern extremity of Borneo, are im- 
mense deposits of the coral insect. Perhaps in no 
part of the navigable ocean, about the East Indies, 
are coral reefs so‘numerous or dangerous as here. 
A gentleman who had just passed through this dan- 
gerous way, with his bare life, told me that within 
six months fifty-two merchant ships had been to- 
tally wrecked on these reefs. 

A landsman might suppose, a clear track hay- 
ing once been laid out among these dangers, that 
thereafter ships might sail upon these waters in 
safety. But not so. In these straits, and among 
these coral rock, are tides and currents that flow at 
arate of from four toeight miles per hour. A ship 
starts from Sidney heavy laden, bound for Singa- 


Oh, how blessed, faithful souls, are ye, 
Who have passed through death; your God ye see; 
Escaped at last 


From all the sorrows that yet hold us fast! . Callen on Crime in Enz) 


the prolific pen of Arch 
he chapels in the diocese 
Way of preparation for tl 
Purification of the Virgi 
> for the most part the o 
J, proselytism, and 
sand tract distributors, ¢ 

Having exhausted these 


Quite in contradistinction, 
however, to one of these definitions, is the pur- 
pose of those who patronize this style, for they evi- 


Here as in a prison we are bound; 
Caré and fear, and terrors hem us round, 
And all we know 


Romanist Sehool.—Thx 
It is but toil and grief of heart below. 


Prior-Park, near Bath, ha 

broken down beneath a load « 

purchased by the Roman Cath 

years ago, and it became ther 

might almost say the jovial, yet ; 

who attemped to Romanise the peo 
“spoonful of honey,” which a great : 
“will catch more flies then a ton of vine: 
was Prior-Park an Episcopal residence, but i 
college for the education of the sons of the R 
olic aristocracy, and large and handsome | 
added to the original structure, Prior-P 
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While that ye are resting in your home, 
Safe from pain, all misery o’ercome, 

No grief or cross 
Can mix with yonder joys to work you loss. 
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ring Robbery. 
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Christ doth wipe away your every tear ; 
Ye possess what we but long for hear, 
To you is sung 
The song that ne’er through mortal ears hath rung. 
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ing the Lord’s prayer without any omission, and 


; 7 = —- - ae 
oe a —_— one ; aa a > 
: : : Co ¥ te one . i hte 
a tan “i : é eri oS +s 


ae. RAAF TES 
Pape paces exgiulig 233 


ere 


oe 


wear, for their dolls, and thus learn to fit their own. 
They may learn to spread tables and wash dishes, 
and the more carefully and nicely they do every 
thing in their play, the sooner they will learn to be 
useful in what is work. 

I looked round just now, and Lucie was giving 
her china doll a cold bath, in a little tin tub about 
three inches long. When I laughed, she said, 
“Why, mamma puts her baby in a tub, so I must 
put mine,” and when she was bathed, she was rubb- 
ed very dry and placed in her little bed to sleep. 
How cunning she looked with her little night-gown 
and night-cap, but her eyes were still open, for alas ! 
the dolly did not know enough to shut her eyes 
when she slept! 

To-day the children were left with me, whilst their 
mamma went out to tea and spend the evening, and 
I had many fears whether they would be good, it is 
so seldom any one else gives them their supper and 
puts them in their little beds. The little boy has a 
round sunny face, but he is very shy and does not 

soon get acquainted. I can only draw him to me 
by telling stories to his sister, to which he likes to 
listen, because he likes to share in everything his 
sister does. For a little while he was sad because 
mamma was gone, but children must always cling to 
somebody, and soon I had them both in my lap, as 
loving and pleasant as kittens. How sweet their 
soft voices as they tell mesome little story in return 
for mine, or ask some question that proves how bu- 
sily they think of what they have heard ! 

When it is time to go to bed, they ask to sit up a 
little longer, but when they hear “no,” they imme- 
diately jump down and run up stairs to get ready. 
A bright fire is burning in the grate, and they sit 
down upon the rug to untie their shoes, talking 

pleasantly, and soon @re tripping across the hall in 
their long white night-gowns to their own room. 

[have thought a thousand times that there was not 
in‘the world so pretty a sight as little children nest- 
ling in bed, when they are nice and warm and hap- 


Py- How I love to cover them warm, kiss them t 


sweetly and see them shut their eyes to sleep, with 


pore, her sails breathe in the breeze, and she moves 
upon the sea “like a thing of life.” She enters the 
straits of Torres. The table is covered with charts, 
and the directory lies open before the captain’s chair, 
The headlands and mountain peaks are all observed 
as waymarks. The master looks at his chart, reads 
his directory, and then with a hurried step he comes 
on deck with his telescope to find out the bearings 
of the different islands, headlands and peaks. Jack 
stands at the wheel, first casting his eye at the com- 
pass and then at the captain who has 
out” gruffly, “How does she head?” 

‘ Noathe,’” says Jack. “ Nothing off, watch her 
close,” says the captain. “ Aye, aye, sir,” says 
Jack. A point is cleared, a second is passed, a dan- 
gerous squall is gone over, all bids fair. But now 
the wind softens. The sails begin to flap. Thepen- 
nant hangs down beside the main royal. All is ex- 
citement. Harry casts the lead and sings out, “ No 
bottom, sir.” A little observation shows that a cur- 


just “sung 
“West by 


bly to the southward, where on the chart is pricked | 
a reef where three strong English ships were broken | 
and their fragments scattered by the winds. Noth- | 
ing can be done but to watch her progress. Every | 
clond is saluted as a friend, and every movement of | 
air is greeted as an extreme unction. With meas- | 
ured progress she advances, till at last she strikes | 
upon the ragged reef, and by her own restless mo- 
tion, in a few moments she opens her bosom to re- 
ceive in the destructive element. 

This is but a single instance. Other ships as gay 
and noble, and as richly laden with valuable cargo 
and priceless lives, meet a similar fate under other 
circumstances. One is driven by theviolence of one 
of those East-Indian thunder-squalls with impetu- 
dsity upon a reef and meets instant destruction in 
the midst of more terrific scenes. Another is driv- 
en away upon unknown and unexplored waters ; she 
spreads her sails toa free and steady breeze, and 
Starts for the old and well-known track. She passes 
on at a rapid rate, full of hopes and fears; but in a 
winkling she strikes an unyielding rock. Her 





rent is bearing the noble ship silently, impercepti- | 


Who is there that would not gladly die, 

Changing earth for such a home on high, 
Or who would stay 

To toil amid these sorrows night and day? 


Come, O Christ, release us from our post, 
Lead us quickly hence to yonder host, 
Whose battle won, 
Now drink in joy and bliss from Thee our Sun. 
Sraon Dac, 1650. 
Lyra Germanica. 
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FORGIVENESS. 





“‘ But if ye forgiv i i 

| will your Father ately wl wd any ¢: in 
oe Tuat is the third time I have heard you sigh 
within five minutes, Charlie. What makes you feel 
| So unhappy ?” asked Mrs. Grey of her young brother 
| who sat studying his lessons by the same table that 
| held her work-basket. 

“Don’t ask me, sister, there is nothing,” was the 
reply, as the boy bent his head more intently over 
his book. 

“Nothing! Ah! Charlie, don’t say that. You 
would not look so sad as you have for the last few 
days without some cause. I have waited for you 
to speak first, but now you must relieve my sus- 
pense.” 

“I will not try to hide it from you any longer. I 
am very unhappy. I hoped you would not observe 
it, and I would rather a great deal say nothing 
about the cause, but you shall know all now. 

“Last Monday morning, as I had my composition 
to copy I went early to school, and instead of join- 
ing the boys as usual in the play-ground, I opened 
my desk and commenced my task. Very soon my 

attention was attracted by hearing my own name 
spoken by some one in the yard below. I listened 
& moment and recognized Robert May’s voice. He 
was telling a story. You know what a talent he has 
for story-telling, and to my surprise he repeated all 
I had told him, in confidence, about my home, my 
parents, and myself One by one he held us up to 





masts spring forward and fall like forest trees in a 


| ridicule. Father and mother he called a pair of 


when his head rested on the pillow he felt a sweet 


true-hearted woman would designedly sully the at- 


was continually in difficulties, and the burt 


peaceful slumbers. 
The next morning he rose early but not withou 


made the evening previous. 


and set off in good season for school. 
house, some boys came up and said “ Hollo! Charlie, 


they made no further inquiries and walked into the 
play-ground. 

Just as he had finished the last stick Robert came 
em slowly in whistling a tune; he looked 
much surprised, but before he could say anythi 
Charlie spoke, “‘ Good morning, Robert, Pony 
would help you a little, that’s all.” 
“And that’s a good deal,” he said, 
of fire on my head, but you are a good fellow 
Charlie; let us shake hands and make up. I am 
very sorry for what I did the other day, and you 
must try to forget it.” 
The making-up was easier than Charlie had sup- 
posed, and though he felt very kindly and was guite 
happy again, yet he learned to be more cautious 
how he talked of home and of himself to strangers, 


‘ M. L. E. 
YOUTHFUL JUDGMENTs. 
Panents are scarcely aware at how early an age 
children form opinions of the motives that influence 
individual action. Nor do they dream of the youth- 
ful judgments, passed upon their own conduct as 


“heaping coals 





assurance that God’s blessing would attend his 


a feeling of reluctance to perform the resolution 


He thought if any of the boys should sce him 
at work they would laugh at him, and it seemed to 
him that after all he was going a good deal out of 
his way to oblige Robert after his unkind treat- 
ment ; still conscience whispered, you must do right 
if others do laugh at you, and you ought to return 
good for evil. And Charles listened to conscience 


While he was busy sawing the wood in the wood- 


you there? something new for you, isn’t it?” but 


mosphere of purity that ought to surround her, by 
the use of language savoring more of the stable than 
the parlor, and we must in all charity conclude that 
t | this great fault is gaining ground unconsciously. 
Man has been defined a “creature of habit ;” and 
all of us, doubtless, can look back upon some theory, 
some fashion or conventionality, which at its first 
mention or appearance, seemed to us too startlin g, too 
absurd, too ridiculous for countenance, but which 
has now become, by the mere force of habitual us- 
age, as trite and matter-of-course as possible. The 
ear which rejects at first the harsh gutturals of a 
newly acquired tongue, will receive them in time, 
as musical tones; while ungrammatical dissonances 
by daily repetition creep into the conversation of 
the best informed. Yet, while this plea of uncon- 
scious acquisition may palliate the motive, it can 
neverfennoble the expressions themselves, nor pre- 
vent a certain diminution of respect for their advo- 
cates, in the minds of that portion of mankind who 
would have a woman what she was ordained to be 
—the ministress of the gentler virtues, the nucleus 
around which every thing refined and delicate, in 
sentiment or action, should cluster. To that other 
(fortunately far smaller) portion, who like manliness 
in a woman, who think the hat and boots becoming, 
who consider the “sans reproche” of her character 
naught to the “sans peur,” the slang style may be 
really acceptable, as denoting an inclination to that 
masculinity of mind which they commend; but 
pray let it stay with them and theirs. 
The power of influence which rests in woman is 
neither trifling or of small importance, It may seem 
a trivial matter to indite a few paragraphs and com- 
mit them to so frail a messenger as the daily or 
weekly paper, but think of the thousands under 
whose notice those lines may fall! How can she 
tell who shall, or who shall not be affected by them; 
—it is truly sowing seed broad-cast;—wo to the 
mischievous hand which scatters tares in place of 


debt upon the concern, upwards of £30,0 

has been shifted from the shoulders < 
Roman Catholic to another, but though t 
reckoning has been deferred, it has not bee! 
The catastrophe has come at last. We hear 
week a levy was made on the premises by tli 
for a year and a half’s interest on the mortgag’ 
all the students, in consequence, have been ¢ 
their homes, and the farm and other ser 
been discharged.—Sherborne Journal. 


Father Mathew.—The paragraph in cireu)a: 
that Father Mathew has become a mi 
Feejee Islands, proves to be incorre: 
guished philanthrophist, writing to fri: 

my return to Ireland (from Madeira) ! 

a single day my dear brother's } 

confined by illness. My heart is s 
ardent as ever in the glorious cause « 


The Queen’s Sermon.—On Sunday 

G. Mansfield, of St. Peter's, Saffron 

previous notice, read to his congregatio! 

on ‘Religion in Common Life” recently | 
Her Majesty’s command. The congregation ' 
usually large. Mr. Mansfield’s object was to £ 
labouring classes of his very poor district 
tunity of hearing a sermon which they co 

to purchase. We understand that it is highly p" 
this discourse will be shortly read to the ass¢! 
working men attending the Sabbath eveui! 
at Exeter Hall. 


The Titled Qlergy.—The Church and Stat 
furnishes a list of clergymen who hav 

House of Lords as lay peers. We give 

bably interest some of our readers: The Rev. A 
Edward Hobart, Earl of Buckinghamealbire ; Rev. } 
North, Earl of Guilford; Rev. William Nevill, ! 
Abergavenny; Rev. William Leonard Addingto! 
count Sidmouth; Rev. F. T. Wykeham Fient 
Saye and Sele; Rev. James Douglas, Lord D 
Right Rev. Robert John, Eden, Lord Auckle! 
Henry William Powlett, Lord Bayning; Rig), 
Thomas Plunkett, Lord Plunket; and the Rev. ° 
Saumarez, Lord de Saumarez. We learn from ‘ 
authority that there are also twenty-nine clere 
among the Baronets of England, three among ¢! 
Scotland, and six clerical baronets in the Iri 

In the Scottish peerage there are no clergy m¢! 
the Irish there are three, according to the ( = 
State Gazette, besides Lord Auckland, who is #” ' 
as well as an English baron,—viz.—The Ver! 





well as upon that of their friends and acquaintances, 


Henry de Montmorency, Viscount Mountnorré 
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con we been taught to consider a 


We remember when quite a boy, seeing a good dea. 
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excellence, take two apples from a market-man’s 


wheat! And is it not cause for regret, if she who 
can lead so gently, soothe so tenderly, advise so 
wisely, proves recreant to her trust even in the pur- 
ity of her expressions. Mavp. 
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Right Rev. Ludlow Tonson, Lord Riversdale 
Very Rev. Henry Vesey Fitzgerald, Lord Fitzger™'" 
Vesey. Our contemporary should have adde ee 

Lord Plunkett, Bishop of Tuam. The Irish Pr™ 

Beresford, is also a nobleman, but not a British |' 











